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have been so persecuted by persevering riflemen, Turk and Arab, that a shot-gun has not much chance of making a bag. Pigeons are fairly plentiful in the early morning, feeding on the smooth, rock threshing-floors along the uplands. There is no four-footed game.
A grim region this, harried by vast forces that know-no moderation. Drought reigns supreme for half a year, then come the summer storms circling wide below, with thunder and devastating rain, trailing their skirts across the foot-hills and blotting out the underworld. When two such storms meet and war across the spur, the district is scourged and scarred with violent spates and, in the lull, behind the crackling thunder, one may hear the subdued roar of many torrents pouring down the valley to waste. And when young crops show promise, they may be ravaged by hordes of locusts, herded by afrits from their hatching-ground in the Empty Quarter to sail before the easterly wind until Allah drives them into the Red Sea.
The track of war has left its mark here too. Along the heights are strewn battered villages, still occupied by a dogged remnant of their former folk, lacking hope or energy to rebuild, but brooding on the past. Sok al-Khamis is a strong, strategic link with Sanaa, dominating the road and access to the main scarp of Yamen. More than once the Turks have grappled with the Imam's followers across this spur, as recently as 1911. One village has been pounded by the guns of both belligerents in turn, as the tide of battle ebbed and flowed.
In spite of all its drawbacks, Sok al-Khamis has a charm of its own. The air is dry and bracing, even at